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Experiment 23 (2017) [17] [18] [19] [20] [21] Vladimirovich. After a few rather tedious lessons in the main halls of the gallery, he took us into the store-rooms where paintings by Wassily Kandinsky, Kazimir Malevich, and Nikolai Suetin, reliefs by Vladimir Tatlin, not to mention dozens of works by the early Natalia Goncharova, Pavel Kuznetsov, Mikhail Larionov, Martiros Saryan, and others were hanging or standing or were simply piled up one upon the other. We were all obliged to Dmitry Vladimirovich for this discovery of a vast world which, in those years, was still hidden from the public eye and only just coming to light, thanks to that moment in the evolution of Soviet society which tends to be defined as a cultural "thaw."
With a rare selflessness and a constant, almost childish, pleasure-which, not without a certain fear and misgiving (after all this was still a kind of "forbidden fruit"), we all shared, Dmitry Vladimirovich would separate one picture from another, permitting us to clamber between pictures by Kandinsky, Aristarkh Lentulov, or Ilya Mashkov piled up higgley-piggledy on the wooden floors of the store-rooms. Here was a real feast of colors, a wave of incredibly variegated images and forms which simply immersed us-and so fully that, once out of the flood, we would forever remain enchanted by that extraordinary art and by the remarkable man who had bestowed this gift upon us. Ours was a genuine love and an unfailing gratitude.
Of course, our happiness and good fortune lay in the fact that we belonged to the generation of the 1960s which was well aware of modern art. True, our fathers and grand-fathers had also been acquainted with the subject, but during our childhood, it had been forbidden by illiterate, arrogant, self-assured, malicious, and all-powerful bueaucrats. For Dmitry Vladimirovich, who since his early childhood appreciated early twentieth-century Russian art, an organic part of his domestic ambience, this was a kind of second discovery, and it is precisely upon this process of continual rediscovery that he based his later essays and books on Robert Falk, Liubov Popova, Aleksandr Rodchenko, and Vladimir Tatlin.
For my course assignment, I chose the "Early Work of Martiros Saryan" and, so as to research the topic and write about it, I received permission to work in the store-rooms-alone. I shall never forget those precious hours. At that time, the store-rooms were in the enormous attics of the Tretyakov Gallery and in order to enter one had to climb a step-ladder. Once I was up there, the museum attendants shut the trap-door behind me, leaving me, confronted by these extraordinary treasures, completely to my own devices. For hours at a time, I was able to record my descriptions of Saryan's temperas of Constantinople and Egypt, almost sensing the heat of the Mediterranean sun on my skin. Wide-eyed, I was able to wander around the works by Kandinsky, Mashkov,
